beyond the delightful abandoned glades that are left
to run wild and to shelter the birds. If you wish to
understand something of the curious indifference
that hangs, like moss, about the Turk, visit Seraglio
Point. There, virtually in Stamboul, is one of the
most beautifully, situated bits of land in the world.
Though really part of a great city, much of it has
not been built upon. Among the trees on the ridge,
looking to Marmora and Asia, to the Bosporus and
the palaces, to the Golden Horn, Galata, and Pera,
lie the many buildings and courts of the Old Se-
raglio, fairy-like in their wood. The snowy cupolas,
the minarets, and towers look ideally Eastern. They
suggest romantic and careless lives, cradled in
luxury and ease. In that white vision one might
dream away the days, watching from afar the
pageant of the city and the seas, hearing from afar
the faint voices of the nations, listening to strange
and monotonous music, toying with coffee and rose-
leaf jam in the jewel-like Kiosk of Bagdad, and
dreaming, always dreaming* There once the Sultan
dwelt in the Eski-Serai, which exists no longer, and
there, was built the great Summer Palace, which
was inhabited by Suleiman I, and by his successors.
Hidden in the Old Seraglio there are many treasures,
among them the magnificent Persian throne, which
Is covered with gold and jewels. Beyond this neg-
lected wonder-world the woods extend toward the
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